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Author's Notes: 
Dear God this is absurd. | am incapable of being serious. I'm thinking | may want to duck and cover for this 


one.. Please don't kill me.. 


" Lets buy gunsilll " 
--kzy Stradlin according to Axl Rose 


"See you later, Jess. Thanks for your help." | said, grabbing my set of keys off the counter. Short, plump, 
tattooed and purple - haired looked over. She was awesome. | loved working with her. She grinned over the 
store VCR, which was spitting out tape again. 


"Bye, Axl. Try to stay out of trouble!" She laughed. "Oh, by the way, some guy came by earlier when you were 


on your break. Smaller, fluffy blonde hair, kinda looks like a Labrador? He said he was your friend and that he 
and "the guys" were going to pick you up when you were done working. After he tried to pick me up, of 


course.” 


"Cool, thanks Jess. Goodnight, I'm going to smoke." | waved to her and walked out. LA was alive, the neon lights 
glaring in the warm darkness. Ugh. | hated the smell of the smog; it dried out your mouth. Whatever. At least 
| had an amazing night to look forward to. Izzy and | hadn't spent any quality alone time together in a while.. He 
wanted to veg out in front of our shitty TV and eat Chinese food. With maybe some sex thrown in there. | 
smiled, a warmth spreading in my heart. Thank God no one else could see the cheesy soap opera playing out in 


my head. 


| tapped out a cigarette and fumbled for my lighter. Who knew I2 hours could suck this much. But | was saving 
up; it had to be done. It wasn't my turn to pay rent this month, but | saw something..special..that black BC. 
Rich in the pawn shop across the street. Izzy's last guitar broke when Slash got drunk and tripped over it, and 
| knew he would shit himself over this one. l.l wanted to do that for him.. no matter what it cost, | was going 
to make sure Izzy held that guitar in his hands. Even if it meant skipping breakfast for a few weeks. 


| dragged on my cigarette. Geez, these guys were late. What the fuck were they doing, raiding a liquor store? 
Or maybe they fell asleep. We were up pretty late last night. | heard sirens across town. Some underage party 
got busted again, | bet. Or a drug raid. That seemed to happen pretty often here. Last week some underground 
prostitution ring got busted right in front of the store. They dragged the guy out of that office building 
faster than he could fight back. Some greasy, Godfather-looking guy. Skeezy. | could hear the resident stray 
cat meowing behind the store. We put food out for him sometimes: Cheetos, pieces of hot dogs, Skittles. Jess 
said something about keeping him.if her landlord didn't spot him. 


Hands, two pudgy hands grabbed me roughly around my mouth and waist and yanked me into the deep, dark 
alley by the store. My heart thundered wildly in my chest and | dropped my cigarette. Fuck, fuck.Jess, this 
isn't funny. I'm sorry for putting ketchup in the cash register if this what this is about.But no, these weren't 
her hands. She wore black nail polish..these hands were sweaty and greasy, and reeked to high fucking heaven 


No, no, no, no, no! A heavy voice breathed in my ear, covering my mouth. 


"Hey, pretty baby, whatchoo doin’ all by your little lonesome out here? Got no one to sex you up? Want me to 
make you feel good?" His voice dripped with alcohol and drugs. All my hair stood on end. What the fuck? Jesus 
Christ, asshole, I'm a guy! A guy! | don't have any tits, can't you see that? Let me the fuck gol | bucked and 
twisted in his grip, trying my fucking hardest to wriggle free. His clothes smelled like cheap cigars and motor 
oil. | felt so sick--I had to get away, | couldn't let this happen--not like in St. Louis when--- 


| did the only thing | could do--l bit him. Hard. The taste of blood and grease flooded my mouth and made me 
almost puke right then and there. The fat pig howled in pain, but his fingers tightened around my side like a 
vice. Lightning flashed in front of my eyes and my heart stopped as | felt something break inside my stomach. 
White-hot pain rushed up my body so fast | got dizzy! | screamed into his bloody hand, | didn't want to, but 


the pain was so horrible-- 


BANG! Something hard and heavy collided with the side of my face. Lights popped in front of my eyes and 
something wet ran down my face. It smoked and stung, but the pain in my stomach swallowed everything else 
up like it didn't exist. | held on, trying not to lose consciousness. He grabbed my wrist and twisted it, 
threatening to snap it. | could feel the bones in it creaking, ready to split if he moved them even a hair. No, no, 


no, No, no-- 


"You fucking hit me again and I'll put your lights out for real, you little bitch." He slurred dangerously, lust and 
venom dripping from his voice. Blood ran in rivers down his hand and dripped onto the asphalt. The pain was 
throbbing. | clutched at it, trying to protect it without him noticing. | felt so sick and dizzy--why is this 
happening---? 


Slowly, he pressed me into the ground, trying to yank my jeans open with his good hand. | struggled and 
twisted, trying to get him off of me, keep his grubby fingers off my battered and injured body. This can't 
happen---it can't-- 


No! I'm not going to let him do this! Fuck you! 


| reared up with my boot and kicked him square in the balls. He squealed like the hog he was and dropped like a 
stone. As best as | could, | scrambled away from him, trying to stand, but | couldn't; my knees wouldn't 
support my weight. Every movement ran straight up through my hip and side sending the fiery waves of pain 
everywhere. My face was starting to ache, and | could feel my own blood dripping down my cheek. Jess... 
someore..please help me. don't think | can do this by myself.he weighs three times what | do and is relatively 


intact, drunk and stoned or what have you..please.. 


A sharp jab and a sting..cold steel.what the fuck? And he was in on me. He couldn't stand upright anymore, and 
his hand was still gushing blood like a waterfall, but | was thrown into the brick wall of the store behind me, 
narrowly missing the wrought-iron fire escape above my head. He had a knife pressed against my stomach, 
and a cut was now dripping blood. It stung, but it wasn't deep, | could feel it. But he was pressing, threatening 


to make it deeper. 


"Don't fucking move. | see one twitch out of you, and I'll cut you open for the world to see, you understand 
me?" He breath reeked of cheap booze. His breaths were uneven and his eyes were unfocused but they sure 
knew where to fucking aim. The pain deep inside me was getting worse.. | could almost feel myself ready to 
black out.. He took the knife and started to slit my shirt open, slicing through the buttons.they popped off one 
by one as he tugged my zipper down.this was it. didn't have any strength to fight back now..it was over.. 


A godawful bang ripped through the alley like a fucking firecracker, pinging off the walls and echoing into the 
night. | heard a cat flee in fright and | wished | could too... | couldn't hear anything for what felt like forever. 
But then | heard it-- 


"Put. The knife. Down" That voice. knew that voice.. But how could it.no way. jerked my head towards the lit 
entryway. Izzy.. The guy on top of me froze in his tracks, like a deer caught in the headlights. Even his blood 


froze solid. Izzy..you're a fucking angel.. 


"Wh--who are you?!" He screamed, his voice shaking with fright like some kid watching a horror movie. | tried 


to focus on Izzy. He seemed so far away... 


"You heard me, asshole. Put it down, or I'll splatter your brains all over that wall and use them as fingerpaints. 
I'm not fucking around. You have three seconds." | heard a clicking sound. Izzy.lzzy's got a gun.. Izzy has a gun? 
How..? The guy is shaking in his beat-up snakeskin boots. | could feel the knife he held trembling against my 
shirt. 


"| don't hear the sound of that knife being dropped. You believe in hell, because l'm about to send you there. 
Buide 


The guy screamed like a chick and dropped the knife. Seeing my last chance, | punched him square in the face. 
Blood gushed from his broken nose, and at the same time | felt a sharp pain in my middle two fingers. Worth 
it.fucking worth it.He tore up the alley, leaving a trail of blood and piss behind him. But that was all | had left 
in me. | slid down the wall, panting, trying so hard not to throw up, or pass out. | heard footsteps racing 
towards me. 


"Axl, oh God..ch God, are you ok? Are you hurt? Did he--?" 


"No.." | breathed. "He never got that far..thanks to you... It would have been over for me, Izz.. holy fuck, | love 


you... 


He yanked me into him, his shoulders trembling. | could his heartbeat racing. So, he was as scared as | was... | 
couldn't help but smile despite the pain. He was so warm.0ther footsteps were rushing up the alley towards 
us. | could hear the voices of the guys calling out, and even Jess's. Thank God.. 


“Ax..we're gonna take you to a hospital, ok? | love you, try and hang in there." | heard his voice trembling too. | 
looked up at him. He was holding me in his arms. I've never seen him look so scared before. He was as white as 
a sheet... 

"Don't look like that, I'm ok. Trust me." | smiled as best | could. But even that hurt. It was ok though. | was with 
him. | didn't need to be scared anymore. Oh, but it hurt so bad.. 


žk% 


White blurs flashed past me. Where was |? What the hell was going on? It was all happening so fast. | felt a 
hot prick in my side. And then nothing. No pain, no anything. Two more pricks followed, one on my stomach and 


the other on my face. | winced and tried to pull away. Stop it. That hurts. Knock it off.. 


A hand touched mine. Warm, gentle. Another stroked my hair. | didn't need to open my eyes to see who it was. 


"| don't ever want you working so late again! Ever! Do you understand?" Izzy cried, tears falling into my hair 
and onto my shoulders. God | felt so groggy..And this bed was so uncomfortable.. But at least nothing hurt 
much anymore. "If we hadn't come to get you today..you could've died! Or worse! | can't lose you, Axl, you're 


my everything! | love youl” 


‘lm sorry." | said. And | meant it. He sniffled "I was looking forward to spending the night with you... and your 
shitty TV shows." He laughed. 


"No, it's ok. I'm glad you're safe. But why did you take the late shift? We have rent money, remember? You 
don't need to work so late." | shifted uncomfortably, wincing as pain shot through my side. 


"Damn that stupid motherfucker... He ruined everything.." | mumbled wiping my forehead. | could hear nurses 


talking quietly in the hall. Izzy stared, confused and slightly suspicious. | sighed | guess the jig is up.. 


"l.l was trying to earn some extra money to--to get you a gift." | murmured, blushing furiously. Dammit, 


what the hell was wrong with me? | was acting like some virgin on her wedding night.. Izzy flushed red. 


"Y--you were?" He stammered. | smoothed his hair out of his face tenderly. He was..cute when he was all 


vulnerable. "But why?" 


"Well, because | love you, you idiot, do | need any other reason?" | asked, rubbing his hand with the one that 
wasn't in a cast. He went bright red now, like he had a sunburn | laughed, but not for long because it still sort 
of hurt. Fuck.. sleeping was going to be a bitch.. "| wanted to get you a new guitar... there's one in that pawn 
shop across the street from my job... its a black BC Rich..a Mockingbird.and | knew you would like it. So | took 
extra late shifts to earn the money. | was going to surprise you with it." He just gaped, like he couldn't find 
the words. And.were those tears?? What--? 


"Hey! What are you tearing up for?" | asked Why the hell was he crying? 
"Axl.. that's so sweet, but its no good to me if you end up hurt because of it. I'd rather have you alive, you 
know? And I'm happy just being with you. | don't need any expensive gifts. | just need you. Ok?" He rubbed his 


eyes and kissed my cheek. Now it was my turn to blush. 


"Tough shit. | only have one more payment on it. You're getting it. Hs you. Let's at least make my fucking pain 
and suffering worth it all, hey?" | said, trying to sit up and failing. "Ah shit this fucking hurts--" 


"Hey! Damn it, lay down, Axl, you're hurt! You moron, you know better!" 
"Yeah, guess | should be more careful. You might pull your gun on me." 


Oh..yeah..” | looked at him. 


"Were you really gonna kill that drunk son of a bitch?" 

"Is that a fucking question? Yes, | was gonna kill him, if he didn't let you go! | was dead serious. I'm not gonna 
let anyone take advantage of you like that! | was gonna shoot him in the foot first and work my way up slowly 
so the bastard would suffer." | raised an eyebrow. 

"Sadistic much?" 

‘Only when it comes to you." 

"That sounds so kinky." 

"Shut up and take your medicine." 

‘Its in my IM!" 

"Then just be quiet" 

"No way. There's nothing to do here." 

"We could always do what we were going to do tonight: veg out with Chinese food?" Izzy shrugged. | laughed. 

| don't think they have Chinese food in hospitals, lz. But | guess | could ask the nurse. Tomorrow we're going to 
get that Mockingbird. | wanna see the look on your face when you see it. Got it?" | gave a look to show him 
that | was serious. 

‘Not until you're better!" 

"Geez..so pushy.” 


| leaned in to kiss him, to taste his sweet lips, to caress his pretty neck.. 


But at the moment, the guys (and Jess) took their cue to pile into the room with flowers and junk food, like 
this was some delightful church bake sale. We broke apart. Izzy blushed. 


"Later." He whispered in my ear with a shy smile. 


